As a teenager, I attended my friend's sister's wedding, which filled an entire hotel along with its convention hall with relatives. Open bar for all (including the teenager) serving blue and green margaritas. Mariachi band, the proprietor of which tried to talk me into joining. 

Right now, nearly thirty years later, that same friend is homeless, having been fired from her job managing a Sonic Drive-In. Her mother, Darth Martha, has dyed her hair dark purple. Last time I spoke to her, an invitation to the living compartment I'm staying at was floated. She never showed, but I doubt she's at her parents'.

I was an only child. My parents and aunt are gone and have been for some time. I moved out of the parental units' homestead at fifteen, choosing to treat my learner's permit as a full license and the car I bought as an RV. At eighteen, already on my second apartment, my father knocked on the door and asked for money to help fix his roof. He had stopped cutting his hair - like his son - and brightly colored tattoos adorned his forearms. 

In my experience, it is the people you choose to associate with that at least have a chance of being beneficial to your success. Family is one of the only obscene words in the English language.